BARBARIAN STORIES

wanted to finish - was there? But all this state-
ment and question was in the outside of his mind.
He could not attend, he was so steeped in
a gathering blackness; he was welcoming the black-
ness into his heart.

But this at least would be Roman-fashion. He
turned the knife sideways; he could see a little better
now because the moon was rising. Those knights in
Rome who had died, dead before the Emperor
caught them. He would escape too: before they
caught him. How was it? Right hand against left
wrist pressed into the crook of a branch: quick, so.
And grass under his head, little cold spikes brushing
him. And cherry branches sweeping down, swinging,
dizzily. Moon and leaves. Arminius,
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